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Notes 


Angel Clare: the line All | Know is a song title 
from Art Garfunkel’s 1973 album, Angel Clare. 


The Horologist: the line watch had stopped 
cold dead is taken from the 1969 song, Does 
Anybody Really Know What Time It Is? by 
Chicago Transit Authority (Chicago) and writ- 
ten by Robert Lamm. Da Ya Think I’m Sexy? is a 
1978 song by Rod Stewart. The final line in the 
poem is taken from his 1988 song, Forever 
Young. 


This Is How It Ends: the lines wars and rumours 
of wars is a prophecy from Matthew 24:6 


Depend on the rabbit’s foot if you will, 
but remember it didn’t work for the rabbit. 


—R.E. Shay 


Dasani 


By 2050, there could be more plastic than fish 
in the ocean 
—United Nations social media post, 2024 


Your sushi will be 
rice-wrapped rolls 

of Dasani bits, coffee lids that 
leaked 

and a ballpoint Bic 

which smeared your signature, 
the Visa card itself 

diagonally cut-in-two, tossed 
in the Atlantic 

with your cruise ship’s bill of fare, 
the fish & chips you downed 
that smacked of shrink- 

wrap, the ketchup-in-a-packet 
squeezed to death, 

like that heaving, penultimate 
push— 


from a scrolling 

tube of Colgate, gob of white 
a baby, birthed before the 
urgent 

call for forceps. 


And what of tainted 
tuna, cod that’s taken 
a bag into its mouth— 
undigested, its internal 
plumbing blocked 

by Walmart’s blue? 


Though no one’s ever thought of 
plastic fish, like those monkeys- 
in-a-barrel 

from our carefree child- 

hood, linking arm-to-arm, 
ascending as high 

as a five-year-old could climb, 
first on a yellow step- 

stool from Fisher-Price, then 

a backyard wooden ladder, 
soaring to the sky as if a tree, 
where we saw the harvest 
from Gossypium 

skim above us, their pallid 
upon cerulean— 


islands in the 

yonder void of rubbish, 
their gulls to one day 
breach Pacific waves, 


mistake a bottle 

for a flounder 

freshly killed, buoyant 
on its side 

like a boy 

who’s learned to float 
with water wings. 
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have given up the ghost 
if spirits indeed ascend, 


and if there isn’t a thing 

as such, then the sluggish, 
corporeal erasure 

in a padded, 

subterranean suite 

is preferred, despite decay 
from a pre-emptive strike— 


be it a tumour 

ora bullet’s tumult, 

or a puzzle’s reassembly 
when 100 pieces are strewn 
between the potholes 

and puddling ditches 
brimming with larvae 

and their plague. 


They are relieved 

that it’s done, 

their demise, as horrid 
as it may have been— 


missing out 

on the fainting of grain, 
the colourless coral reef, 
a cartographer’s 
re-drawing of 
shorelines 

washed over by 
runaway thaw, 


and the protruding 
bones of the living, 
tallied by children 

who ask why we’re here. 


The Ruse of Mild Air 


In this warmer than normal winter, 
the trees are budding early, 

in February’s 

rain instead of snow. 


| feel | ought to go outside 
and bring some soothing tea, 
play a tranquil song 

for harp and strings, 


be the sandman for a spell, 
send the rousing leaves-to-be 
back into their shells, 


lest the winds return from the north, 
puddles freeze over, 

and greening branches waken 

to a bird-less lie of ice. 


Angel Clare 


In these days of middle age, 

her sense of the progressive 

is gone, 

replaced by a centre-of-the-road 
accessibility, 

she who raised the bar 

of innovation, 

the poster-poet of the 
avant-garde, 

the neoteric, 


now disavowed 
by the beret & 
cappuccino crowd. 


Everything she loves is sanitized, 
so nuclear-family-friendly, 

yet there's none to deny 

the beauty she's embraced: 


the cobblestone prints 
of Thomas Kinkade 
supplanting her Warhol 
walls; 


motherly 

Maya Angelou 

at the beginning 

of bookshelves, cleaned— 
Ginsberg's Howl 

weeded out; 


Garfunkel's 

Angel Clare, 

from '73, 

heard from speakers 
Sonny Rollins 

had governed; 


All | Know 

escorting the jotting 

of birdie-in-the-branches 
verse, 


as within-the-bounds 
and radio-cordial 
as the split with Simon allowed, 


crooning an after-the-silence 
sound so pure, 

so snowfall- 

on-the-summit, 


so gentle 
a stream after melt— 


she may never leave the trees 
to write of rape 
and blood again. 


1521 


When | was a kid, 

| took the Diet of Worms 
verbatim, imagined the 
hunger pangs so 

visceral 

that peasants were shoving 
them into their mouths— 
one-at-a-time, after 
rinsing off the mud, maybe 
washing them down 
with beer from 

Fritz’s Tavern; wincing, 
feeling the ghastly, 
coiling slime 

writhe their way to the 
bottom of the 
esophagus— 

their shrunken stomachs 
reluctant hosts 

for this pitiful choice of 
protein. 


Or maybe the assembly 
of the emperor 

gulped them by the 
dozen— 
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with swigs of pickle juice, 
to test their faltering faith, 
as a gauge of truth and lie, 
cursing Luther 

and his penchant 

for heresy, 

watching him nibble 

hors d’oeuvres 

with neither conscience 
nor remorse; 


as they were doing 
penance 
for their previous 


indulgence, becoming portly 


in the midst of 
want; 


while Leo’s Papal bull 
gored every unbeliever 
on its rampage. 


11 


The City 


The city you say we hate 
has grown on me now 
and | feel no enmity with it. 


And | walked today, 

through the city you say we hate. 
| stepped in snow 

and slipped on ice 

but | didn't really fall— 

a railing there to rescue. 


It was cold today, in the city 
you say we hate, 

and the homeless sat 

on sewer grates 

and felt the heat blow up. 

| thought it ranked of methane 
but there wasn't an explosion. 


| was accosted, 

in the city you say we hate, 

by a man panning for coins. 

No change, no change, no English, 

no change, | shook my head at first, 

then turned and flung two quarters at him— 
from the both of us, 

though | knew you'd disavow. 
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A fire truck roared past me 

in the city you say we hate. 

Its sirens screamed like murder 

but then that would have been the police 
and there were none at all in sight. 


A house must be aflame, 

in the city you say we hate. 

| hope right now it's vacant, 

with a mother and child away, 
shopping, or on a visit to a friend. 


If it's you who've befriended, 

tell them not to worry, 

that there's a hydrant 

on the corner where they live; 

that all will be rebuilt 

by kindly neighbours and their kin; 
that they needn't feel embittered, 

blame the gridlock, shunting trains. 


Tell them, while you too 
have time to love, 
a little. 
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Tsunami, Japan 


Blossoms 

are the first to fall, 

in the rumble 

that ruptures the calm, 


and the land is shaken 

as a globe of snow 

in the hands of a beaming 
child, 


and window and wall 
are cast to the earth 
like an expulsion 
from heaven of old, 


boats and cars 

both race in the rush 
of a fleeting, fatal 
sea, 


and the homes of Sendai 
buckle, 

as an origami’s 

fold, 
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are carried 

with all the dead, 

in the swell that defies 
the tide, 


and the sirens scream 
of fire, 

reactors wail 

of melt, 


while the callous sun 
descends, 

baiting 

with a kiss of 

light. 
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Page-turner 


Sometimes seated 

at the end of the bench, 
sometimes crouched 
over the pianist’s 
shoulder, virtually 
invisible to the 
audience, unless a gaffe, 
of course, occurs— 


perhaps knocking the score 
to the floor, 

at the moment of 

allegro scherzando, 

as if Rachmaninoff 

called for an interlude 


of improvised 
keys and gasps— 


but no, we’ve never seen 
it happen, 

only the hangdog look 
of the page-turner 

who knows the booming 
applause and bravo! 

are not for them, 
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that no one 

in their Armani 

suit or pearls 

gives a flying fuck 
they’re even there— 


or were, before 
some iPad-thing 
was all the rage 

in the middle 2020s, 
a musician’s swipe 
that’s done away 
with these pseudo- 
mannequins, 


who never looked 
up, never smiled, 
never took a bow, 


and today just 
pour a coffee 
for the patrons 
arriving early, 


possibly clean the seats 

long after they have left, 

pick up a crumpled program 

that would never bear their name 
to begin with. 


Warning Signs 


You say our survival 
is dependent 

on the heeding 

of warning signs. 


A tickle in my throat 
precedes a cough, 
and the cellist 

can somehow 
sense it, 

glares an evil 

eye my way 

just daring me to 
do it, become the 
centre of attention 
like the imbecile 
applauding 

before the adagio 
is done, 


unaware a 
pause 

precedes a coda, 
like a catching- 
of-one’s-breath, 
once the firing 
squad takes aim, 
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that they’II blast away 
your brain 

beside the wall, 

that says there’s 
nowhere else to 

flee, 


like the time 

the road was icy 

with the brakes, about to give— 
your vision 

Kreskin-esque, 


that the bridge 

is closed 

is a horrible way 

to tell you 

you’re about to die, 
that the river 

is frozen over— 


but not enough to 

keep you from 

falling through its frosty 
sheen—like the skater 
too obsessed 

with figure 8s, 
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has no inkling 


her time has 
come, 
that she’ll be 


swollen like a 

fish upon the dredging, 
mouth agape, a hookless 
suffocation. 


| hold our baby 

in my arms, 

watch her lips 
attempt a smile, 
warning she hasn’t 
got aclue 

of what’s to come, 
millions more of 

her in sterile 

cloth, unless they’re 
birthed in bombed out 
basements, the 
Hospital above 

in Arabic, 

curving lines and dots 
a ghost of shorthand, 
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that went the way 
of Beta, Blackberry, 
any B-word 

no more in vogue, 
leaving nothing left 
that’s hidden, 


no miracle of 

teeth’s arising, first words 
upon a tongue, 

initial steps 

of wonder upon 

the broadloom, like footprints 
on some moon 

we thought we’d conquered 
long ago. 
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Condiments 


There’s a woman 
in a mustard- 
yellow parka, 

at the bus stop 
we're driving past, 
a contrast to the 
parachuting flakes 
of squalling snow; 


and | tell you 

she’s on a mission 

to grab a hot dog, 
that the fellow behind 
the cart beside 

the Costco 

churns them out— 
for a toonie-a-piece— 


that the woman is 

clearly clumsy, 

gobs too much of a 
condiment 

on the wieners, 

that, according to the vendor, 
are much better 

than the ones that spin 
eternal at 7-Eleven. 
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And we'll surely 
take his word, 
share a foot-long 
solemnly laid 

ina pillowy bun, 
like a cadaver 
that’s relinquished 
to a coffin, 


me with my sweater 
tomato-red, 

you with your scarf 
of relish-green, 


and the frank- 

furter peddler, 

stenching 

the frigid air 

with his steaming, phallic tubes 
of cut-up pig, bundled in /ayers 
of black-to-brown, 


saying no one’s tried the 
soy sauce from 

Korea, the one beside 
the salsa, 
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guaranteed 

to splatter should you 
slap it too hard 

from behind, like a man 
who’s never learned 

to use the Heimlich, 
trying to bea 

hero for the child 

who is choking, 


ona sausage 
with too much mayo 
on the top, 

her fleece a winter 
white, 


promised she’d never 
forget the flavour, 


the mortician 

to try his best 

to curl her lips, 

as if in the midst 

of a colourful dream, 
the taste of something 
grand behind her smile. 
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Scotland 


A Bums supper is a celebration of the life 
and poetry of the poet Robert Bums 


—Wikipedia entry regarding the 25" of January 


The font you choose 
to convey your 
message is critical. 


For instance, |sawa 
Narrow Arial 
entry that said today 


is the day of Robert 
Bums, 


that fans 

of the bard 

eat haggis, neeps 
and tatties, 

none of which 
make my mouth 
a drooling mess, 


that there’s something 
strangely familiar 
about the entire 
thing, 
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though I’ve never 

heard of this guy, 

can’t say I’ve read his poems 
from any weighty 

Norton 

Anthology; 


that his publicist 
must have cringed 
when announcing 
his latest volume, 
the jokes abounding, 
whenever the spine 
was left witha 
crack, 

that this would-be 
troubadour 


was an ass, 
never listened 
to the other 
poets 


scheduled to read 
onthe same bill, 
insisting his name 
be cast in ROMAN, 
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uppercase 
to denote his 
greatness, 


or possibly 
avoiding confusion, 
with a laureate 
much renowned, 
who saunters 

in the highlands 
ina kilt, 

the wind causing 
embarrassment 
whenever it lifts 
it up from behind, 


while also 

staying clear 

from all the chuckles 
that surely come, when 
randn 


are sitting 

too close 

together, like lovers 
ina moonlit 
embrace, 
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the shadows casting 
a trick 

upon our eyes, 
naughty lads 

and lassies 

they often are. 
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Success 


The truncation of 

words is nothing 

new. I’ve heard 

we’re too lazy, as speakers 
of English, to go with 

the weighty version 

of common terms. 


Congratulations! 

was the norm 

when acknowledging 
someone’s success, 
till 5 syllables were 
simply too clunky, 
only 50% of the letters 
now in vogue. 


Congrats! was sent 

to me, from another struggling 
wordsmith, for some smudgy, 
crummy chapbook, spat 

out from my printer, 

the brother | call the 

bro, 
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its twenty pages 
poorly bound 
by my Stanley 
Bostitch stapler, 
nicknamed Stan 
the Man. 


Of course, in another time, 
I’d have cracked the 

Dom Perignon, 

celebrated 90 

collected poems 

and offset printing 

on the spine. 


As it is, 

there’s nothing 

to revel about, 
everyone & their 
goldfish 

are doing 

the very same thing, 


whipping out the 
verse 

as if a drag 

ona cigarette— 
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a ciggy, 

my friend from 
England 

would say, 


until it’s shortened 
to a cig— 


by some torpid 
excuse fora 
parrot, 


the one my nosy, 

next-door neighbour trained 
with cookies, not 

saltines, 


its daily grats! 

that make me feel 
I’ve yet to accomplish 
a thing. 
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Groundhog Day, or Wiarton Willie 


| didn’t see my shadow 
at the bus stop— 

but no one even 

asked me if | had, if / 
was A-OK 

after slipping on the ice, 
the coffee in my hand 
to rouse the snow. 


On this day of psychic rodents, 
what’s it like 

to sense an early Spring? 

To feel that others 

give a damn, 

if only once a year, 

40 million moods 

to be contingent 

on your forecast? 


Or there’s six more weeks 

to sleep 

before you rise, 

missing nothing more than drifts 
and biting wind, 

that our grudge 

will be forgotten 

as you dream? 
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That in your den 

of slumber, you speak 
to Sun and Earth? 

The only ones that love 
without condition, 

to wake you 

very gently, forever 
expecting nothing 

in return. 
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Pornography 


The woman 
in her bikini 
loves my poems. 


We see her Insta- 
profile, Katie 

XXX, note she’s managed 
to read all thirty, 

in less than 
half-a-minute; 


and you play 

it Captain Obvious, 
say she’s always 
half-naked 

in her pics, as if 
genitalia, 

a pair of nipples, 
make up 50% 

of the body, 

her arms and legs 
and waist— 


merely tallied 


to the total 
of a tithe, 
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being somewhat 
more liberal 
with her face, 


while in the back, 
her thong that’s 
up her ass 

is once again 

an equal share. 


And | wonder 

if she concurs, 

if she divvied 

up the fractions, 

if she made it 

past third grade 
math, thinks a dollar 
off a dozen 

is the greatest 

deal on eBay, 


maxxing out 

her VISA 

ona line of 
skimpy swimwear, 


to don around 
some poolside 
in Miami, 
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reading Wordsworth, 
Whitman, and Wilde, 
maybe lumping me 

in with the greats, awaiting 
my future verses 

with bated breath, 


will put a pause 

on the sex 

with Raoul, 

the second her phone 
begins to beep, 


devouring poem 
after poem 
after poem, 


her emoji hearts 
that follow 

saying to the world 
I’m not half-bad, 


a middle-aged 
prodigy, 

with decades more 
to pen 

my magnum opus, 
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that at 60 

years of age 

it’ll be 

2084 

before she sees it, 
having taken that 
ultimate step, 
finally reclining 

in the nude— 


bestowing a scanty 
quintet of stars 


that say it’s perfect. 
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The Winemaker’s Son 


In your sour middle age 
you are drunk 
on grapes, fermented. 


| choose to recall your visage 
in another, kinder vision: 


the child who plucked 
the purple 

from his father’s 
ripened vines, 
popping globules 

in your mouth 

on days that he 

had gone away, 


your wincing an attest 
that they were tart, 


yet the sweetest thing 
to burst upon your tongue, 


much better than the fallen, 
the ones upon the ground 
assigned for birds and the 
boy he cursed. 
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Frobio 


Romantasy is a portmanteau 
of romance and fantasy 
—campfirewriting.com 


I’ve noted 

new genres 

of literature, 

if one concurs 

with that designation, 


arising, 


like a 
gigolo abutted 
by a flame, 


perhaps lifted 
by a hydra 

to the sky, 

to a loveless 
mademoiselle, 


or maybe dining 
on blood 
with his incisors, 
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his hypnotic eyes 
that harken back 

to some medieval 
flittermouse, 


concealing 

his wings in his 
cloak, a precursor 
to the cape of 
Dracul, 


that these gallant 
rogues of yore 

will no doubt stop 

to smell the roses, wrap 
them up in ribbon 

with a box of 

chocolat, 


right before they 
battle 

ina land that’s 
Mordoresque, 
vying for a 

tender 

touch of cleavage. 
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But none of this 
winded gabble 

is the point of this 
composition— 


it’s concerning 
the portmanteau, 
how | love its 
syllabic trio, 

its blend of 


two-in-one, 


its ability to 
render a suitcase 
rather special, 


that everything 
en francais 
sounds very 
special, 


that I’ve never even 
used it once before, 
wish | had 
four-decades 

back, 


been a vocabularic 
hero chasing 
commonplace 

dragons with my sword, 


smuggled 
incognito 
in my luggage, 


the one | 

carry with me 

to the Staycation+ 
Motel— 


hangry, 

just before brunch 
and cosplay, where I’m 
one-half 

ringless Frodo, 
shirtless 

Fabio, 


probing 

for my elusive 
Genevieve, 
eating cronuts 
in my quest, 
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a mocktail 
that I’ve spiked 
to wash them down. 
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Rumours 


These juicy pineapple 
tidbits 

are up to speed 

with the latest gossip 


or so! quip, 
as we divvy 
them up 
in bowls, 
one for you 


and one for my 

idiot self— 
remarking 

I’ve heard the 

pears are splitting up, 
that one was caught 
ina morning 

tryst with a fig; 


while cerise 

did ooh-la-la 

with some Auckland 
kiwi rogue. 


And the coconut 
from Manila? 
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It ran off 

with the melon’s 
daughter, mixing 
its milk 


with the seeds 
we always 

spit out, 

like the crétin 
from the streets 
of Bordeaux, 
who taught the 
bona fide way 
to cracher, 


and that pineapple 
in French 

is ananas, 
confused 

with a tropical 
lech, 


the one that’s 
sheathed 

in yellow, boasting 
of the length of 
his sweet 
everything. 


“Let Me Fix Your Collar” 


The collar 
on my shirt 
will not stay down. 


For whatever 
bloody reason, 
its pointed 

ends are always 
curling upwards, 
like the peaks 
of Tibetan 
mountains 
during a fervent, 
tectonic push; 


or the wings of a 
Himalayan 
Snowcock, 
ready for fight- 
or-flight, 


unable to 
fathom the 
concept of 
being-at-rest, 


a stillness 
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that the monks 
next-door 
accomplish, 
their heads 

of glossy stones, 
the shine of Sol 
reflected as they 
walk, mindfully, 


their robes 

a currant red— 
a single river 
flow, 


forever freely open 
around each neck, 
knowing they surely 
can’t be bothered 


to wrestle with a shirt, 

atie anda 

Windsor knot, 

aware of their 

impermanence, 

unfurling 

on their own 

accord, 

at the slightest 

lack of calm. 47 


Let me fix 

your collar, 

my wonderful 
wife will say, 
subduing 

its wayward cusps, 


like disciples 

that are prostrate 
to a Buddha, 

in the adjacent 
monastic abode, 
its windows always 
open to the air, 

my colourful 
stream of curses, 


which even rouse its 
Lama 
from meditation— 


all of us 

wise to the fact 

that I’ll never achieve 
Nirvana 

if she doesn’t. 
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The After Christmas 


The tree is dismantled, 

limb by artificial 

limb, 

boxed in its cardboard coffin, 
while its coloured lights 

and trinkets sit 

forlorn, 

between the jam 

and pickle shelves; 


the wreaths 

pitched like horseshoes 

into the closet of hiatus, 
with cards & bows & ribbons 
and things | hoard 

with no discernment. 


And yet 

they’re the lucky ones— 

they’Il return in ten months time 
(being November’s never-too-early), 
unlike the banished to garbage bins: 


re-gifted no-name chocolates 
(from my cousin, ever-cheap), 
well past their best before; 


the sweater from Le Chateau, 
with its gaudy dots and patterns 
that scream hey look, 

I’m haute couture! 


And the mistletoe 

that failed me Christmas Eve, 

while you checked out several stockings 
crookedly hung, 


then slapped my entitled face 


when | attempted 
an old tradition. 
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Achilles 


The name our 
friend has chosen 
for her mastiff 

is sublime. 


We wait to hear 
the inevitable: 
Achilles, heel! 


Almost invulnerable, 
were it not 

for a patch near his 
paw, 


able to sniff 

out a cad, 

any boorish 

lout 

who makes a pass. 


We envision 
a vivid 
scenario, 


picture him 
by her side, 


51 


at the Apollo’s 
Pharmacy, 

a box of Trojan 
love balloons 
snuck discreetly 
in her purse, 
the one she got 
on Etsy, 

made with 
vintage 

‘80s horse hair, 
as if some 
stealthy turnabout, 


hoping a heroic, 
Grecian Spartan 
will ascend 
from The Illiad, 


the copy she keeps 
by the fire, 

beside a dog- 

eared Ancient Myths, 


with two 
glasses of 


Muscat Blanc, 
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one for her, 


and one fora 

woman’s best friend, 
beside her with 

his vicious mouth 
agape, a cave of tongue 
and teeth, 


ready to bite 
on his arrival, 
sit back down 
if she commands; 


lick the spot 
below his calf 
as if to pity his 
single weakness. 
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Speedy Taylor 


All’s fair in love and poetry... 
—Taylor Swift 


She divulged it 
rather quickly, 
at the Grammy 
podium, 

The Tortured Poets 
Department, 
humble bragging 
the title of 

her next LP, 

out no less 
during National 
Poetry Month, 


and | tell you 
they must be 
swamped, at the 
office of 
tormented bards, 
sob stories 
scribbled 

by the millions, 
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that April 
is the cruelest 
month of all, 


its tease of 

ice and tulips, 

its coloured 

eggs of Easter 
that share a myth 
of resurrection, 


knowing no one 
ever gets to 
leave the grave, 
our verses 

on Christ 

and rabbits 
just a fraud, 


that the only 
sandy footprints 
were your own, 
there was none 
to lift you up 
before the tide, 
your only son’s 
demise, 
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that when you shared 
the poem of 

loss, rounds 

of keen applause 
were never heard, 
that your lines 

of kicked-in-the- 

gut were never 
heard, 


that every word 
you write 
is never heard, 


like the time 

you read 

your opus, 

at the Drunkard’s 
Open Mic, 


when no 

one was paying 
attention, 
gabbing about 
themselves, 
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their stack of 
rejection slips, 

the erratum 

covertly slipped 

into their chapbook, 
the one that failed 
to sell, 

even when 

the price was crudely 
quartered, to be drawn 
from a bargain bin, 


as if a usurper 
found guilty 
of treason, 


that they’re attuned 
to the music 

in the background, 
the chorus of 
Anti-Hero 

you'll never be, 

no matter the 
number of Swifties 
rudely humming it 
during your set, 
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making you wish 

you could stretch 

your arms to the sky, 

a double rubber 

band, grasp the sun and 
moon 

with throbbing hands, 

a pair of sleepless 
tropes 

for you alone— 


yes, elastic 

no matter 

the agony, as if 
fastened to 

a rack in Madrid, 
swearing to the 
man of God 

you'll never recant. 
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Innocence 


When | was a child, 

| said that meat was grown 

in fields, amid the rows 

of blondish grain, though | knew 
that wasn’t true. 


They can nurture 
it now in labs, 
I’ve heard, 
making prophetic 
my naiveté. 


But back then, 
my Christ was 
somewhat kinder: 


all had enough to eat, 

on that holy, grassy knoll, 
and twelve baskets 

were brought back up— 


loaves only, not a martyred 
fish in sight. 


If you looked between the clouds 
you would see them, 

as if that too were sea 

and you could travel anywhere 
and breathe. 


The Blues 


Got to pay your dues 
if you wanna sing the blues 
—Ringo Starr 


I’m melancholy enough to sing the blues. 
There’s surely no shortage of sadness 

to birth despondent, lyrical quatrains; 
my voice just a coke & crackers away 
from that gravelly, soulful sound 

that makes an authentic virtuoso. 


But then there’s my name— 
with no notable ailment or physical loss 
to grant entry to that Hall of Misery: 


Blind Lemon Jefferson, Peg Leg Howell, 
Cripple Clarence Lofton, Blind Willie Johnson, 
James ‘Stump’ Johnson, Leukemia Louis Brown 


Let’s be perfectly honest: 


Stubbed-Toe Charlie doesn’t cut it, 

and Runny Nose Ron isn’t worthy 

to strum of endless pain and woe, 

to garner empathy from the folks 

who’d pick Chess Records from the stacks, 


60 


their singer in midnight shades, 

who knows of poverty, oppression, infirmity; 
that | in my tripping-over-the-cat 

can never comprehend. 
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St. Louis 


Meet me in St. Louis, Louis 
—Judy Garland 


| read your 
simile asa 

smile, in the side- 
notes of your 
verse, 


the curve of 
your lips 
quite the opposite, 


always rain- 
bow down, 


like the Arch 
that serves as 
Gateway 

in St. Louis, 


Loo-we 
as we Call it— 


no, not christened 
for Louis 


Armstrong, 
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though his was the 
trumpet of a 
Saint— 


Arch- 
angel, really— 


passing to Miles 
Davis 

the torch of 
jazz, 

in the city 

of the blues, 


dubbed him 
Smiles 

when he did it, 
simply for the 
rhyme, 


and that’s 

when you said 
you'd had enough, 
of my bullshit- 
interjections, 

that none of 
them are funny, 
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that there isn’t 
time to smile 

ina solo, 

when your mouth 
is locked 

on brass, 


the only breath 
that’s left 

an exhalation, 

in memoriam 

to the ones 
you've left behind, 


when the light 
is blazing blue, 
the audience 
a-sweat 

with hate and 
envy, 

their skin 

a peachy white 
that keeps its 
distance— 


in miles 
if it could, 
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slumming 

when advantageous, 
in film and dance 
and song, 


and me, 

unable to carry 
this poem 

to a grand finale, 


feigning it is 
idiom 
that you’ve uttered, 


always 
biting more 
than | can chew. 
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Xin yan 


Today starts the 
Year of the Dragon, 
as was the case 
back in 2012. 


It’s the Moon’s 
precious chance 
to finally 

shine, seize 

the elusive 
spotlight 

from the Sun— 


escape 
from the shadow 
of our star, 

its beloved 
golden beams. 


It was also 

the dragon’s time 
when | was born, in 
1964, 

will be again 

if | survive, in twenty 
thirty-six 
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(check that, 
whether or 

not I’m here 

the monster rules). 


The Zodiac, 

the one the 
Chinese follow, 
is clearly 
mammal-heavy, 
nine-of-a- 
possible-twelve, 


not an insect, 
fish, in sight, 


while the rooster 
represents 

the soaring birds, 
its early-morning 
wake-up 
ever-grating, 
whenever we visit 
the San Fernando 


farm your parents built. 
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You’ve never 

even seen one 

fly, dear daughter of 
Shenzhen horses, 
failing to be the 

son they always 
wanted, forever 
feeling down 

about yourself, 


a rat 

that’s seldom fancied, 
kept ina cage 

at best, 


or amid a million 
unloved others 
in the sewers 

(a much more 
common fate). 


You tell me 

that I’m lucky, that 
good fortune 

will follow 

my steps, 
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that if insects 

had made 

the roster, you’d be 
a different 

kind of vermin: 


the cock- 

roach, despised 
by all the peoples 
of the Earth, 


though | mention 
you'd be laughing 
in the end, 

after the prophetic 
Bombs 

have fallen, 


Ruler of our 
Dystopia, 


crawling from the 
rubble 

on your half-a- 
dozen legs, 
without a single 
trap to catch you, 
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with neither 
tiger, ox nor 
rabbit to be seen; 


my own sign 
but a myth, 
remaining 
long-forgotten, 


you alone 


the keeper of 
our days. 
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Disseldorf 


For any vinyl 
hound, it’s a 
moment of 
fortuity, 


sitting in a crate 
at this German 
record sale: 


DIE BEATLES 


in vibrant 

yellow caps, 

all four of them 

in collarless 

suits, snapped shortly 
before Sullivan, 

in purple mono- 
chrome, 

a vintage 45, 


Komm, gib mir deine hand, 


with its B-side of 
Sie liebt dich 
released when | was 
born, 


but this is not a tale 
of how it sounded, 
with their English 
dropped for Deutsch, 


because my jottings 
have just led me 

in another direction 
(plus | was too cheap 
to pay a hundred 
and twenty dollars 
for asong— 

okay it’s 2). 


It’s about why 

the Germans 

are always cursing 
something to death, 
their inability 

to suppress their 
fervent rage, 

that it’s birthed some 
very angry tyrants 

in their past, 


always saying Die 
this and Die that 
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every chance they get, 


that I’ve read it 
like a tourist- 
ignoramus, one 
who downs a 
bratwurst anda 
beer, 


asking what the 
headline means 
at Muiller’s 
Tabloid Stand, 


failing to see 

the article 

as it is— 

it’s simply The 

ina tongue 

I’ve never mastered, 
despite your 
family’s bloodline, 


that it’s pronounced 
Dee and never Dye, 


that I’ve embarrassed 
you again, 
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on this trip 
we shouldn’t have 
taken, 


and if | do it 

just one more time, 
I’ll feel the rage 

of the fraulein 
deep inside you, 


the one who told 
me scheisskopf 
was endearing, 


when you said it 
again and again 
and again through- 
out our hike, 

the one in the 
Black Forest 

| billed as easy, 


a piece of cake, 
refusing to 
take my hand 


when we got lost. 
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Dyslexia, or 1969, 

or The Shroud as Said in French, 

or Sex on the Sexist Moon, 

or maybe The Hippies were Hypocrites, 
or Peanuts in the Dark, perhaps, 

or even The Buddha was an Enigmatic Ass 


| am scared. 
Fear of the LORD is sacred. 


I’m afraid 

to fly 

ona plane. 
The heavens 
above 

are hallowed. 


The night never 
frightens me. 
Every poet must 
write of the light 


or they’re really not a poet, 
a dilettante obsessed with death, 


and here | am as such, 
saying Light is so cliché 
and that God is a 
children’s tale, 

gotten out-of-hand, 
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no better than the 
Brothers Grimm, 


that space 
is a linceul noir— 


noire, you chide, 
asking why | 
default to the male, 
why it was 

that Armstrong 
wasn’t a woman, 


why aman alone 

was given the chance 
to speak, on behalf of 
the human race, 
amid that initial 

lunar step, 

the whiter the 

visage, the better, 


during that summer 


that birthed a 
Woodstock, 
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when the Black 

youth in the jail 

was called our brother 
(supposedly), 


our fréere, 


maybe the Frére Jacques 


we sang as kids, 


that dormez-vous? 
was asking 
of enlightenment— 


not of sleep, 


not of bells 

that ring each 

dawn, when tickled by 
the sun, arisen, 


which sounds lame- 
as-fuck to me, 
wondering where 

are the bards who hail 
the evening 

fog, 
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the sable 

of the sky 
whenever the moon 
is freshly new, 


that the firmament 
prophets spoke of 

is much more ebony 

than it’s white, much more 
space 

than stars; 


that emptiness 

is filled, opaqueness 
translucent, 

that | should have 
heeded the Dharma 
when that fleeting 
chance arose, 


instead of thinking 
it said Drama 
when I'd had 
enough already, 


78 


when | tired 
of your queries 
after dusk, 


being held to 
account 

for what occurred 
over 55 

years ago, 

when | was 

only 5, 


kindergarten 
about to begin, 

a blanket 

over my shoulder 
a-la-Linus, 

that | understood 
his anxiety 

even then, 


not wanting 
to share the fate 
of his outcast friend, 


the brother 
he never had— 


until Rerun 
came along, 


knowing no one 
would say to 
Charlie 

he was loved, 


his beagle 

only feigning 

when he hungered, 
his dish 

a bottomless 

pit 

containing nothing, 
pointless 

as our shadows 

in the dark. 
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faggot 


It took many drinks 

and decades, 

it did, for you to offer 
amends, apology, 

and still with your twinge 
of prevarication 

and over-the-top erudition: 


We revelled in the archaic, 
the antiquated, 
anachronistically worded, 
not quite antediluvian 

but certainly obsolescent, 


yes, a bundle of sticks, 

tied out of drudgery, 

that you were simply boring, 
that’s what we called you, 
dull as dish soap, 

nothing more nothing less. 
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Road Signs 


The day we drove past 

the Green Valley Rest Home 

you mentioned how lovely 

it sounded—to ease so very gently 
into one’s final, sunset years; 
imagining the meadows 

of lavender, gold, 


ignoring their many blunders 
that have recently 

made the news: 

the failure to properly 

feed, medicate; the staff and 
familial neglect, the laying 
above one’s shit. 


Minutes later, we saw it, 

the sign with a bovine’s head, 
its smile crudely 

painted on weathered wood— 
the abattoir, and the sentience 
butchered by the billions, 

how the prolonged 

screams Of killing, 

amid such innocence, 

has the gall to sound 

so beautiful. 
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Dover Thrift Edition 


The words on the 
following page 

are bleeding 
through 

the tawdry paper— 


like a mirror 
image bubbling 
under the plane 
of cheaper bond, 


their potential 
to spoil the story 
via translucence, 


its lighter weight 
that cuts 

the cost to print, 
lessens 

the price of 
shipping, upping 
the margin’s profit. 


The Bible 
does it 
daily, 

you reply, 
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able to peer 
beyond 
the vellum surface, 


even read what’s 
to transpire 

in your mother’s 
KJV, 


that the Judeans 
will be punished, 
for their worshipping 
of Baal, 

your prophecy 

as good as 
Jeremiah, 

who foretold 
what was to come 
in Babylon, 

the birthplace 

of babbling 
speech; 


that the characters 


of font, within 
embellished tale, 
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are there 
for the one who spies 
beneath the pellucid, 


this thinly- 
sliced remnant 
of a tree, 


that God is 

indeed the cheapest 
one of all, 

giving away the 
punchline 

as through a looking- 
glass that’s dim, 


unlike Alice, 

who wouldn’t reveal 
what was lurking 
past the preface, 


on an opaque, 
glossy sheen 

that gave away 
no untold secrets; 
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or let us 

re-live the past 

amid the verso, 

much too thick 

to allow 

our jaunt through time. 
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Silenzio 


The g in Paglioni 
is apparently 
silent, 


with the i 

the sound of e 
(robbing it of 
a kingly lion’s 
mane), 


while the e itself 
is long and clearly 
Italian, 


though we’d have 
guessed it simply 
by the décor, 


the bottles of Abruzzo 
on the wall, 
the scent of fettuccini 
in the air— 


but this isn’t 
consequential, 
it’s not a Yelp 
review, 
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it’s all about 

the g 

and its refusal 

to hold its weight, 


its obsession 
with its stealth, 
its channelling 
Marcel Marceau, 


or like the cat 

of Cary Grant, 

scaling the many roofs 
To Catch a Thief, 


that it should be 

rooves instead of 
roofs, like hooves 
and a single hoof, 


that the horse 
has got it right 
despite its neigh, 


the shyness 
that comes and 


goes, 
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inside our alphabet’s 
seventh letter, 
hooking us along 
either way— 


soundless as a feather, 
roaring 

like a Roman 

god. 
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Anthem 


The path to peace it’s said 

is found in sacred books of old, 
on parchment, scrolls and ink; 
in a choir’s hallelujah, 

ringing bells and fervent prayer. 


Let’s scribe our wishful reveries, 
our old prophetic songs, 

say the bomb will never fall; 

that police will join the protest 
and the judge will grant a pardon 
to the Indigenous kid in chains. 


For it’s not that hard to add a verse 
and paint a pretty picture: 
Governments disband, 

there’s no more need to demonstrate, 
and prison gates swing open, 

those who leave bear violets, 

while violence drops as dust. 


Faith begets trust, 

trust begets love, 

and the one who was your enemy 
brings you candy in the night, 

saying all is calm in Jerusalem, 

and flags are neither waved nor burned. 
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The Bachelor, Still 


If you'd been grieving, for a spouse 
or daughter lost, you think that love 
would find its pitied walk to you. 


But today there is nothing— 

just the furniture in mint condition, 
unused glasses in the cabinet 

and your email never full. 

You even talk to spammers 

though you know they'd rob you blind. 


On the sidewalk, you rarely hear back 
from your hello. A million pairs of eyes 
and none to meet your gaze. 


You gave your own 

names to every star at night 
which the sky conveniently forgot. 
In a break from originality, 

the moon ignores your Luna 

and the Sun your whispered Sol. 


Even the monikers 

you created for the backyard birds 
haven’t stuck. They don’t answer to your 
calling nor is the seed you left 

being eaten, gratefully or not. 


It’s become brittle and cracked 
like that which throbs amok 
inside your chest. 


There is no greater loneliness than this. 
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Homonyms 


There’s nothing 
quite as harmless 
as magazine— 
harmful 

as magazine. 


My first one 

as akid 

was Tiger Beat, 
something about 
The Osmonds 

on the cover, 

that Jimmy was 
even cuter 

than Donny, 

that you can’t 

get any more 
wholesome 

than an innocuous 
Mormon family, 
their Pepsodent 
smiles, drinking milk 
instead of beer. 


Many years later, 
a massacre 
made the news, 


that the shooter 
kept reloading, 

from an unlimited 
store of arms, 

that | was old enough 
to know 

it didn’t refer to 
spiders, an octopus 
in the ocean, 


magazines 
uninhibited, 

ones that blew the 
faces 

off a family, 

blood that painted 
deep into their 
clothes, as if the initial 
spurts were primer 
trailed by a crimson 
2nd coat, 


that a reason 

wasn’t given 

for the carnage, 

that the amendment 
of ’91— 
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1791, 

took precedence 
over children, 
their silly dreams, 
ridiculous hopes, 
of blasting into 
space or seventh 


sea, 


that the girl 
who took a day 
to finally die 


had been clutching 
Seventeen, 

looking ahead 

to proms and their 
tiaras, boys to 

win and love, 


or maybe 

another she 

who’d know her 
better, 

that Selena 

was more beautiful 
than Bieber, 
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that she’d one 
day look like her, 
if it wasn’t for the 
flesh now torn 
away, 

the tunnelling 

of bullets 

into marrow, 


the fact that 
Guns & Ammo 
continues to sell, 
beyond any’s 
expectations, 


that you can see 
it on the newsstand, 


there, beside the 
new issue of 
Puppies, a Dalmatian 
with 16 spots 

upon its cover. 
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Bowling 


Take the skinheads bowling, take them bowling 
—Camper Van Beethoven 


There’s another 
Andreas Gripp, 

in Germany, 

who’s a professional 
bowler. And judging 
by his scores, 

he’s pretty damn 
good. 


This means nothing 
at all to me— 

other than an excuse 
to write about 
bowling. 


| could have 

scrawled a piece 

on how much more 

attractive he is— 

compared to me, 

of course. 

On how much 

more successful 

he is—in the never- 

ending match of life. 
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People care more 
about bowling 

than poetry, 

despite the rumour 
it began 

with battered heads, 
decapitated, 

rolling along the 

dirt toward some 
bottles— 


or maybe because 
of it, that the masses 
can’t resist 

a wreck of trains 

(so to speak), 


that poems 

about the guillotine 
are few 

and far between, 
like a pair of 
2-point ends 

in our simpler, 
Canadian game, 
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with five aligned 
like mallards in 
autumn flight, 
the balls a whole 
lot smaller, 

their swirling 
marble patterns, 
no holes to insert 
our greasy fingers 
in (right after 

our beers & fries), 


and certainly not the 
size 

of a neo-nazi’s 

head, or is it 

a punker from the 
streets of 
Birmingham? 


No, not Alabama, 

silly (though it’s 

apparently more welcoming 
to the goose-stepping 
crowd), 


but in England, 
where the music 
is much better, 99 


that I’d take 

The Clash 

any day 

over Shenandoah, 


or Wagner, 

his Ride of the 
Valkyries, 

which is really 
tough to dance to— 
in runners, let alone 
a pair of jackboots, 


which is why 

to this very day 

he isn’t embraced 
outside of Deutschland, 
its millennium 

Reich that wasn’t, 


everyone knowing 
that Beethoven 
was the genius, 
that he never 
condescended 

in song, 
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wrote a doltish 
piece of music 
in praise of sport, 


one in which 

you can never look 
cool while playing, 
standing there 

like a moron, 
watching the ball 
speed into the 
gutter, take a fall 
in the Stygian, 


one of the alley’s 
plunky maws, 

only to be re- 
gurgitated, 

returning in 

mockery, 

in front of all 

your drunken friends, 


one of them 
scribing a poem 
about your ass, 
how awkward 
this whole thing 
is, 
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waiting patiently 
for their turn, 


lampooning 
your sacred craft, 


knowing you'll never 
write a book 

that’s ever published, 
manage to roll 

a strike 

in a thousand years. 
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Eden, or The Trial of William Tell 


I’ve come 

to the conclusion 
that oops! 

will never do it, 
cover our many 
flaws, trespasses, 
double 

as a Sacrificial 
lamb, 


that neither a 
killer 

nor a traitor 
utters oops! 


to the judge 
behind the desk, 
gavel pounding 
order! 


sentence to be 
pronounced. 


| once sent 
an email to the 
ethers, 
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a photograph 
meant for my 
wife, in response 
to her pose 

in lingerie, 


hastily adding 
a follow-up, 


Oops! 

in the subject 
heading, 

as a futile 

plea 

for forgiveness, 


knowing nothing 

can bring my 

friends, my 

colleagues, my godly 
Aunt Amelia—to unsee 
the raunchy 

image, 


undo 
my loss of standing 


in their eyes, 
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that henceforth 
they’ll be watchful, 
wary, every cliché 
that | can add 

to this ludicrous 
poem, 


which was to 

tackle 

the subject of debt, 
temptation, 

of sin and its erasure, 


of crucifixion, 
perhaps, the most 
horrible of deaths, 


that oops! was 
never uttered 
from a hardened 
soldier 

of Caesar, 

driving spikes 

into the wrists 

of his many 
victims, sometimes 
missing their mark, 
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like an archer 
splitting an apple 
on the head of a 
daring yokel, 
blaming Tell 

and his bright 
ideas, 


the faulty bow 

he purchased 

as a bargain, 
from the vendor 
without a scruple, 


which took the 
arrow 

to a place 
between the eyes, 


the apple falling 
whole, or with 

the spittle-covered 
chasm from a bite, 
like the one 

that fell from 
Adam’s 

trembling hand, 
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sensing God 
would not accept 
a simple oops! 
within His Garden, 


His obsession 
with innocent 
blood, 


His never-ending 


need 
for someone perfect. 
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Before the Abortion 


Whatever happened 

to Flip Wilson? 

He got into real estate, 

fixed up dated homes, 

was known as Flipper Wilson. 


There’s a time 

and place 

for flippancy. The day 
that someone dies 
isn’t it. 


You compared 
yourself to Jesus, 
that your “dad” 
wasn’t your dad, 


saying your uncle 
was your father, 
or maybe your 
second cousin. 
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Where is 

Maury Povich 

when you need him? 
| replied, 

incurring your 
bottled wrath, 


cursing that 

I’m ever- 
inappropriate, 
making jests 

about the pretzels 

at the wake 

of our beloved friend, 


the lawyer 
who flagged 

an ambulance 
every day, 

the hearse of 
every mortician 
in the city; 


that there’s 

no one on the planet 
like a lawsuit-driven 

man, one who splits 

the profits 

with the devil, 
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who, like the 

very phantom poppa 
that you have, 

has offspring 

he never avows, 
that God 

was only like that 

on Good Friday, 


when the sky 

was a cauliflower 
gloom, over Pilate’s 
King of the Jews, 


that this poem 
will be misconstrued, 


like the one 

you wrote 

for your daughter, 
telling her why 
she’ll never be 
born. 
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This was never 
meant 

to be funny. 
Do you see 
funny? 
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Paris 


This one is not so Grand 
as its river, no Seine 
cutting at its heart 

or couples arm-in-arm 
amid je t’aime. 


We can see 

the eroding townscape 

from this crowded 

rooftop bistro, 

and there’s a soufflé 

on the menu you'd like to try, 
while | scan the varied wine list 
for Chateau Valfontaine. 


We made a hard, last-minute 
turn off the 403, figured 
Brantford would be dull, 
there’s only so much 

Bell and Gretzky 

we can digest, yet again. 


And substituting for a tower? 
There’s the truss bridge 

serving the railway 

that traverses the muddy banks, 
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its lattice now a respite 
for a dozen, migrating flocks, 


and, upon which, the locals say, 


some have confessed their love; 
plunged down in ultime liberté. 
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The Horologist 


Does Anybody Really Know 
What Time It Is? 
—Robert Lamm 


Twice a day 
and broken clocks: 


the right- 
wing politician 
| agreed with 


on policy 

76, 

something to do 
with the care of 
feral cats, 

that he seemed so 
human 

for a change, 


or the lout 
in his pickup truck, 
with a monstrous, 


patriot flag, 


Don’t Tread On Me, 
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and | won't, 
that snakes deserve 
better, 


they have feelings 
too, 


that |so much 
want to believe 
he really cares, 


knows that 
they got a raw 
deal, took the 
fucking blame 
for our Fall, 


that the Devil too 
was correct, for once 
(maybe twice), 


that we’d become 
like our Creator 
and all 

His many flaws, 
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except for the 
single instance 
He actually did 
something about it, 


the raining down 
of bread— 

of Manna— 

that sweetness 
from the sky, 


that He must have 
lost the recipe, 


His bakery in 
disrepair, 
until this very 
day, 


the hour in which 

a hundred million 
children, thinned 
to their very bones, 
beg Him 

for a miracle, 
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believing it will come 
when the chimes 
convey a song, 


maybe the one 
Rod Stewart 
nicely sung, 
back in 1988, 


the final year 
my mother was 
cancer-free, 
Forever Young, 


that | hated 
everything he did 
until that moment, 
his grating, 
gravelly voice, 

his plebeian 

take on life, 

Da Ya Think 

I’m Sexy? 


that my watch 
had stopped 
cold dead, 
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that no one 

even knows 
what a horologist 
does 


no one even 
cares 


these fractured, 
clockless days 


with tar 
in our hour- 
glass 


our dial 

without a shadow, 
our smoky excuse 
forasun 


And may you never 
love in vain 
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This Is How It Ends 


119 


efwars 


See? We’re finally 
happy now. 
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